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Orbid, ye Pow'rs above, the fatal ſound 
-T hat firikes my wounded Ear; $hould truth be 
Let all my Senſes rather fail and give {[found, 
Themſelves a {acrifice, that he may live: 
Confirm'd ! fad ridings, and levereſt noiſe 
That ever yet was heard from humane voice. 
What mean my yeilding Joints! or is the Earth 
Sinks with (ſuch weight as ne're till now had birth ? 
Halt then ye Seraphims and lend your aid 
To th' Pillars of the Earth where Crarres is laid. 
Parnaſſus now bow down thy lofty head, [ dead. 
For CraRLEs, Great CnarLEs our King, our Glorie's 
Think not that Poefie henceforth is due, 
To whar inſpiring Gales are breath'd from you: 
For in His breathleſs Clay more virtue lives 
Than yours from all the Sacred Nine receives; 
And they ambitious would prefer to dwell - 
Inter'd in his lov'd duſt above your Hill. 
The ſight of this gives more pathetick ſtreins 
| Than ever flow'd from Pagaſean veins. 
W hat Style, what Rhetorick can Paſſions move 
Like this lamented objed& of our love? 
T his in the Scale with equal judgment tried, 
Preponderates the Earth, the World beſide. 
We need not climb the high Parnaſſus now, 
To lee the diſtant artleſs crowd below, 
For humbleſt Muſes which his Acts repeat, 
Surmount Inventions, Horrizon and Wir. 
Plain Orthography that but {crawls his Fame, 
Gives the Recorder a creating name. 
The raweſt Pinion fluttering on His Tombe 
Tow'rs o're th'aſpiring Bird of Envious Rome ; 
Wants no Plumes center-bound to the Mules ſphere, 
To wing low words or flagging lines to rear: 
Much leſs their Cloud-dipt Quils to cale the heat 
Of labouring Fancy, dricd of all but ſweat, 
We now of no ſuch barren ſubject treat, 


For far from any need rimplore that Quire, 

We had Aſliſtants ſent from Regions higher : 
The ſwifteſt Seraphims whoſe heav'nly Dew 
Excells the pureſt Showr's that fall from you. 
Could not His Duſt inſpire, more than that Hill 
They could with eaſe have dropt a ſacred Quill; 
Who though wing'd, ſlowly left his Corps behind, 
Nor while his Guardians thought themſelves confin'd, 
Till jealous whither his ſwitt Soul would ſtay | 
To take their ow'd atrendance on his way. 

Scruck with ſuch ſenſe of loſs, though we were ſtone, 
We can't bur flow as free as Helicon: 

V Vhile every ſigh is of more worth by far, 

Than all the other treaſures of the Air; 

And grow more gentle touching that kind Man, 
Than tendreſt airs of ſmooth Parnaſſus can. 

And could we in our ſighs our Souls beſtow, 
Some tribuce where (o vaſt a Debt we owe, 
V Vhat could we more than grateful wishesshoiv * 
Could we all ours into one Soul contract, 

They all below His ſingle Soul would ac: 

Nor dare preſume to think that thoſe could give 
An equal Ranſom, He alone may live. 

Yet rather tender of our welfare; He 

Declar'd His Carc the greateſt Legacy, 

Nor did His aCtive Soul fo ſwift in flight, 

A thirſty Flame to take Eternal Light; 

So ſuddenly invade the boundlels ſpace, 

But dropt a ſpark to Him that takes His place. 

I councel mean, fit for the ſacred Qy], 

Anointed him the Sov'rain of the Soy]: 

V Vhich like the Star that once made glad the Eaſt, 
Guiding their way to Salems King of Relt; 

May show the careful follower with eale, 

Atonce to breath three happy Kingdoms peace. 
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